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Part Two: The Interview

“The fact that she wants to interview you alone,” Veronica
said, as she brushed her long, perfectly straightened, black hair.
“That she wants to spend two hours on this fucking interview, can
only mean one thing, you know that?”

Johnny stared into his fiancé’s ice cold, beautiful eyes;
wishing she’d get the hell out of their condo and leave him in
peace. “Yeah, she wants to fuck me and interview me.”

Veronica’s perfect face twisted, she liked calling the shots,
but she wanted this interview. It would be published in a popular
men’s magazine, and would promote his image as well as his latest
movies, and she wasn’t prepared to pass up such an opportunity just
because the journalist – what was her
name? – wanted a taste of Johnny Deep’s
famous cock. So Veronica had relented.

“I’ll be back at exactly three pm and she’d better be done
with you,” she stated, giving him a look of suspicious disgust. “I
suppose you’re looking forward to having the horny bitch crawling
all over your cock?”

“Actually I’d prefer to spend the afternoon watching TV and
just chilling out,” he told her truthfully, lifting the remote and
flicking through the channels. “Besides she’s too skinny for me and
her mouth reminds me of a rodent.”

Veronica smiled; her usual self-satisfied smile. “Well make
sure she leaves here satisfied, we don’t want her telling the world
you’re a lousy fuck.” Her pale blue eyes narrowed. “Give it to her
good and hard, the little slut.”

“Don’t I always?” He watched her put her i-phone into her bag
and slide her Gucci sunglasses on, giving him a break from those
cold, calculating eyes. “So where you going for the next couple of
hours?”

She hesitated.”I think I’ll go round and see Dee.”

Dee was a psychologist to the stars, doing very well for
herself, and Johnny had a feeling there was more than just
friendship between her and his fiancé, not that he cared
really.

Finally she was gone, and he found some reruns of Two and a
Half Men on the box, stretching himself out on the long, leather
couch, cold beer in one hand, he lay back with a sigh of pleasure
and switched off from the world around him.

Thirty-five minutes later the intercom went off and he buzzed
the journalist into the complex. Opening the door, Johnny watched
her park her black BMW sports and climb out, gazing around her with
interest. He checked her out as she made her way towards him. She
was wearing a short denim skirt, black vest and a stone-washed
denim jacket, looking better in casual clothes than she had the
night before.

His unrelenting cock twitched, as his eyes took in her black
stilettos and slim tanned legs disappearing beneath the denim
skirt.

“Hi!” She pulled her sun-glasses off as she got closer, and he
decided he still didn’t like that pointy, mousy face, but the body
was fuckable enough.

“Can I get you a beer?” He asked, once she’d settled herself
on the couch, fiddling with the hi-tech recorder she’d brought with
her. “Water, Coke?”

“Oh, a cold beer would be good, thank you.” She was already
checking him out, her eyes settling on his crotch, as he made his
way towards the open-plan kitchen.

He was wearing baggy jeans and a white cotton shirt,
unbuttoned, not for her benefit; this was what he usually wore
round the house.

He returned with the beer and a long glass, she ignored the
glass, flipping the tab of the beer can and taking a long, thirsty
drink, as he settled his ass at the other end of the
couch.

Her eyes were all over him like a rash and there was an air of
excitement about her, which his cock seemed to like, even if he
didn’t.

Setting the recorder on the table she took another swig of the
beer. “So, as you know, my name is Rose Benning and I’m here to
interview you for Pulp
Friction.”

Rose Benning – thank God
– no doubt a thorny fucking Rose at
that.

“Nice to meet you again, Rose,” he said, his eyes checking out
her small, rounded tits – nipples erect.

She squirmed on the leather couch, her eyes glittering with
lust. Settling herself facing him on the other end of the couch, he
could see she was too sexed up to do the interview first, but he
wasn’t going to make this easy for her. She was a journalist known
for her dry wit and bitchy gossip; which the magazine she worked
for, Pulp Friction, spread around the world, making her targets’ lives a
misery.

She took another swig of the beer and pulled her left knee up
to rest on the seat of couch. Her denim skirt rose to her thighs
and her bare, shaven pussy spread out, on display for his pleasure.
Her pussy lips were half open, flushed hot and pink, her clit
poking out, shining moistly.

Johnny’s traitorous cock immediately woke up, that wet,
succulent cunt sending the blood rushing from his brain to his
groin. He dragged his eyes from her open invitation to explore her
expression. She seemed completely relaxed with her needy pussy on
show, a knowing smile of self-confidence on her face.

He didn’t bother trying to hide his amusement; some women
thought that just by flashing their cunts at a guy, that guy was at
their mercy. Well, he saw pussy all day long - even if his damn
cock always reacted to it – he’d seen it all before.

“Like what you see?” She asked, caressing the inside of her
bent leg.

“Yeah,” Johnny murmured. “You looking pretty wet down there,
needy.”

“Mm, needy for Johnny Deep’s big baby.”

“So do you wanna fuck or do the interview first?”

“Looks like you’re ready to fuck,” she said, staring down at
the bulge in his jeans.

“Baby my cock’s always ready to fuck,” he smirked. “But I’m
happy to do the interview now, if that cunt of yours can
wait.”

Her smile faded, slowly realising she wasn’t calling the
shots. “You’re an arrogant little prick, aren’t you?” She tried to
sound patronising, but her eyes kept dropping below his
waistband.

“I think you mean arrogant big
prick.”

Taking a large swig of his beer, Johnny set it down on the
coffee table and made himself comfortable; stretching out on the
long couch, resting his arms behind his head.

Her hand moved higher between her legs and she started
fingering herself, sliding two fingers between her puffy pink lips,
opening it up for him to see her glossy, swollen clit. His cock
began to pulse, wanting in that smooth inviting slit, but he kept
his face blank.

“Ok,” she sighed, her glittering eyes on his crotch. “Let’s
fuck first.”

Johnny didn’t move, sprawled out, hands behind his head, he
raised his eyebrows. “I’m all yours, baby, go for it.”

She hesitated for a moment, displeased with his impassive
behaviour, but unable to resist the drive of lust, she licked her
lips, straightening up and shrugging off her jeans jacket, and
dropping it to the floor; she reached out with both hands to
unbutton his jeans. His cock lay thick and heavy on his stomach,
reaching well past his navel, the tip shiny and wet with
pre-cum.

“God!” Her beady eyes widened and she immediately began
smearing the moisture oozing from the mouth of his cock with her
fingers, smoothing it around his glans and knob head with avid
excitement; pulling his foreskin back, exposing the shiny, pink
flesh beneath. If his cock could purr it would, loving the ravenous
attention it was getting.

Johnny kept his body still and relaxed, watching her with
hooded eyes, as she bent her head, stuck out her tongue and licked
it wetly from the base to the moist head. She lifted her gaze,
staring at him with lustful eyes.

“Like what you see?” he asked in a cool voice.

“Yes, it’s . . .” She paused then lowering her head, covered
his swelling knob with her lips.

His cock jerked in pleasure, adoring the sensation of a horny
woman’s lips kissing and licking his sensitive head.

Fortunately her high-lighted hair didn’t get in the way of his
view, she’d tied it back in a pony-tail, so he could watch her eyes
droop and her mouth, stretched wide, begin to do its work. She
managed to get half his shaft down, sucking in and out greedily;
her mouth, filled with saliva, felt sublime. She lifted her head
just off his purring cock and, holding it with both hands, allowed
a stream of spit to drool from her mouth directly onto the eager
tip. She was good; he had to give her that, even if she couldn’t
deep throat him; smearing her spit over and around his knob head
with her lips and tongue was working its magic, staring up at him,
she looked like she was enjoying a particularly delicious
ice-cream.

He cock wanted him to grab her hair and push down; up and
down, but he kept his hands where they were, letting her do all the
work. One hand was fisting him while the other stroked his smooth,
shaven balls, cupping and squeezing them like a pro.

Pretty soon she lifted her head; obviously impatient to get
his huge pole inside her; kneeling back on her heels she pulled the
black vest over her head. She had a good body, even if it was
skinny. Her tits were enough of a handful, firm and pouting, with
huge nipples, hard as pebbles, the areola large and round, covering
half her tits. There was something about large nipples that turned
him on big-time – dusky pink, luscious and inviting he wanted to
suck them deep into his mouth and then come all over them. He
wanted to grab and squeeze them, but he stopped himself, as she
straddled him, her denim skirt bunched above her hips.

“Before we fuck, baby,” Johnny murmured. “There’s one
condition.”

If his cock could slap him, he knew it would, but he was in
control today, ignoring the horny greed emanating from it. “I’m
gonna want to fuck your ass as well as your pretty
pussy.”

She stared down at him, pushing her hot, streaming cunt
against the ridged underside of his wet cock, the contact sending
lustful pleasure from his prick to his fingertips “What?” Her eyes
were glazed but determined, her body covered in a film of
sweat.

“You heard me; I wanna stick this baby in your
asshole.”

He watched her slowly come down to earth, mouth agape. “I – uh
– I don’t think I can – it’s too – big.”

He smiled; a satisfied smile. “C’mon, surely you’ve been
ass-fucked before?”

“Yes, but . . .”

He began to shift his hips, lazily rubbing his thick cock
against her streaming, spread vulva.

Instinctively, she began sliding her cunt against his cock,
her clit meeting his sensitized knob, introducing itself to his
cock who greeted the swollen nub with eager pleasure. “Don’t panic,
baby, I’ll go easy on you. You’ll be begging for it once I get it
inside.”

She was alarmed; he could see it, couldn’t keep the smile from
his face, cause her pussy was hungry, riding hard against his dick,
desperate to get that pumped up flesh inside her. “I don’t know . .
.”

“Don’t worry baby, I’ll fuck your pussy first, get you ready
and loosened up for the main course.”

“You’re a real motherfucker, you know that?” She ground out,
grinding her cunt at the same time.

Johnny grinned at her shrewish face. “Yeah, I know, but I’m
still gonna make you love it.”

She gazed down to where their bodies met, and dragging in a
deep, shaky breath, she grabbed his thick pole in one hand and,
lifting herself high, rubbed his cock-head around her wet, waiting
core. She was nice and tight, he could tell as she panted,
struggling to get his huge knob inside. Obviously she’d fucked
around a lot, but it felt like she’d never had a cock as big as his
inside her and she was desperate to get it in. Her hand shook,
sweat gleaming on her skin as she squirmed and pushed, lowering her
wide-spread thighs onto the blunt, bloated head of his cock.
Finally she managed to squeeze it in, groaning with relief, as the
whole swollen knob stretched her hole and squeezed inside. His hips
lifted automatically, pushing a few more inches into that tight
channel of hers. She sobbed in pleasurable pain, leaning both hands
on his pecs now and sinking her slim body lower, until she almost
had it all.

Johnny’s cock was reaching for paradise, desperate to ram
itself all the way in and fuck her hard, but he forced himself to
take it slow, circling his hips, easing it in deeper.

“God!” She gasped. “There’s so much of it – I don’t know if I
can -.”

Finally he removed his hands from behind his head to rest them
on her prominent hipbones. “Just relax baby, you’re almost there,”
then with one hard thrust of his hips he rammed himself all the way
into her cunt.

She screamed as her flesh stretched wide and deep, muscles
clutching onto his cock like a strong, tight fist. He tried to hold
back a groan, but his cock being surrounded by slick, taut muscle
was pure bliss.

“Seems like this sweet pussy of yours ain’t used to a cock my
size?” He breathed, heart pounding, his whole shaft twitching for
action.

“No – oh fuck - yes,” she circled her hips carefully,
experimentally, as her muscles eased, adapting themselves to the
length and breadth of his rock-hard dick. “Oh God – I can’t move .
. .”

She was impaled on his pole, rivulets of sweat running down
between her tits, as she moaned and sobbed in pleasurable pain.
Johnny ran his hands up from her hips to cup those gleaming tits,
squeezing the nipples hard between his finger and thumb, watching
her jerk and arch her spine He could almost see her nipples spiking
their need down to her pussy, as she lifted herself, just a little,
then sunk back down onto his cock.

“Uh – oh fuck – yessss,” the last word came out like a snake
hissing, and Johnny wondered through a haze of lust how she was
going to handle him fucking her ass.

His cock was getting desperate now, fed up with just playing
around, it wanted to fuck this pussy hard and fast, and Johnny was
beginning to agree with it -playtime
over. He slid his hands down her damp body
and gripped her hips again; seeking her clit with his thumb, he
circled and rubbed the swollen pouch, puffed and throbbing with
need.

“Fuck – yes – oh God!”

Working her clit was doing its magic. She began to move,
fucking him good and proper now, lifting herself high and then
pushing down hard onto his pulsing prick. He used his hand on her
hip to steady her rhythm, lifting his ass off the couch and
slamming her down hard onto him. His eyes focused on where their
bodies were joined, enjoying the sight of his thick, wet cock
sinking in and out of her stretched hole. It was a beautiful sight,
his cock was working her over good.

“Give it to me baby,” she chocked. “Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me,
fuck me!” Her hands were pushing down on his pecs, her gaze also
focused on his pole ramming in and out, while his thumb pleasured
her vulva, rubbing steadily from the top of her slit down to her
stretched, juicy entrance.

She was riding him faster and harder now, and he moved with
her, ramming it in deep, pulling out almost to the head and ramming
in again. Feeling her muscles clutching around his pounding cock,
he knew she was just about to come, and so was he, as her her
muscles sucked him deeper and deeper . . .

“”Oh God, oh God,” she sobbed loudly. “I’m coming! Fuck me,
fuck, me fuck meeeee . . .”

Muscles convulsing around him, Johnny gripped her hips with
both hands and jack-hammered his diamond-hard cock into her,
feeling it swell, growing even bigger and harder before exploding;
shooting streams of hot, sweet cum into that spasming channel,
filling her up until he saw it oozing out of her. He kept going for
a few more seconds, watching his slimy cream seep out, covering his
thick, jerking pole, gleaming pink and wet as his orgasm
reverberated through him.

Damp palms stuck to his chest, arms trembling, she ground
herself against him, still sexed-up. Her eyes were locked on her
wide-stretched cunt, squatting over him, her pussy lips squashed
against his pelvis. His cock was twitching deep inside her, happy
to stay exactly where it was, being milked by the aftershocks of
her spasming inner muscles.

Just as she was about to collapse on top of him, Johnny
stopped her, gripping her shoulders to keep her upright. She was
gasping for breath, her head hanging loosely from her neck, like a
drooping flower.

“Stay where you are baby,” he said, dragging some air into his
lungs. “I’m not finished with you yet.”

She lifted her head, gazing at him with glazed eyes, still
trembling from the mind-blowing orgasm he’d just given her. Her
skinny body looked good, gleaming with sweat; and even better when
she began fingering herself, smearing his cum between her puffed,
pink pussy lips, smoothing the slimy liquid around and over her
clit. She ran her middle finger up and down her exposed vulva,
circling her hips, still impaled by his semi-hard dick, muscles
clenching as she moaned and came again; not as intensely as before,
but obviously enjoying herself.

“God, that was fucking amazing,” she said, gasping for
breath.

Johnny watched her body shake and writhe above him, sliding
his hand down to her damp tits; those big, tight nipples with their
huge areola felt great pushing into the palms of his hands, he
squashed them together as she continued fingering herself,
stretching and arching her tits into his hands. He squeezed those
pebbled nipples hard, gazing lazily at her finger sliding harder
and faster up and down her drenched, open slit, driving her orgasm
on and on, while his demanding cock relished being stroked and
massaged by her inner muscles.

He knew her type, horny as hell, they were great to work with;
once they got going they just couldn’t stop, able to come over and
over again. You could fuck them senseless and they’d still want
more. Well she was gonna get more, but not in her pussy. As he
continued squeezing and pulling at those responsive nipples, he
wondered if she’d ever enjoyed anal before, a lot of guys were
useless at anal, fucking it like you would a pussy; but he knew
better, you had to get the girl real hot and horny first, then ease
it in, before using a lot of hip movement to give them the full
sensation of a cock filling their ass.

His cock was beginning to harden again at the thought of
getting into that tight hole, God the fucker just couldn’t get
enough action, it was insatiable, just like the woman on top of
him.

“Ok baby, you need to get off my cock now,” Johnny said,
realising the time, and that they still had an interview to get
through – as well as more fucking,
his smart-ass cock pointed out.

Her eyes, still glued to her soaking pussy with his cock
buried deep inside, lifted to gaze at him, glazed with lustful
need.

“Why?” she pouted, her body so sexed-up that she’d forgotten
his promise to fuck her ass.

“Just do as I say – Rose -,” he’d almost forgotten her fucking
name again. “Lean back, don’t worry, I’m not finished with you
yet.”

She smiled hot and hungry for more, sliding her fingers
reluctantly from her pink glistening pussy, she leaned backwards,
moaning as she clasped her hands just above his ankles, her body
arching and her cunt spreading out, wide and elongated. Johnny
stared at it for a long moment; it looked fucking hot. Her clit
distended and swollen, pointing straight at him, the pink flesh
drenched with both their juices and his cock curved low, the wide
stem now visible, rivulets of spunk oozing out of her, running from
the base of his prick to seep down to his balls.

“Oh – please -.” She complained as he pulled his hardening
tool slowly out of her.

He spread his legs, bending one down so his foot touched the
floor. “Lay down, baby,” he instructed, his voice soft but
demanding.

She did as she was told with a low groan and Johnny sat up,
his eyes fixed between her legs. Cum was beginning to stream out of
her and he caught it in his hand just in time. From this position
he could see her tight, puckered asshole and he ran the cum that
had drooled out of her around that sweet opening, greasing it up
nicely, before pushing his finger into her cunt, allowing more
liquid to seep out and leak down to her asshole. Slowly, smoothly
he eased that cum into her asshole with his middle finger. Her body
jerked, as she felt his finger slide inside of her
asshole.

She groaned, long and hard, and he did it again, easing his
finger into her drenched core, then sliding it into her
ass.

“What – the – fuck . . . ?” It came out in a low moan as he
circled his finger inside her now slick asshole, feeling it tighten
and clutch at his long finger. “Ah – fuck!” Her ass lifted off the
couch and she began to circle it in sync with his expert
finger.

“You like that, baby?” He sounded smug, but he couldn’t help
it, he was gonna give her asshole the fuck of its life.

“Uh – God yes,” she groaned as his finger went back and forth,
from her pussy to her ass.

She was squirming her asshole against his finger now, gripping
it tight, not wanting to let it go.

He shifted himself onto his knees between her legs and
shrugged his shirt off; it was wet with sweat and sticking
uncomfortably to his body. Her eyes roamed his upper body with avid
hunger. He wasn’t pumped up like most male porn stars, but he was
lucky enough to have been born with a lean, well-defined body.
Though Veronica insisted he work-out in their well-equipped gym
every day, he knew he didn’t really need to. He worked-out for an
hour a day cause he enjoyed it, he was fit enough from all the
fucking he did on camera, but exercising helped to let off steam,
prevented him from lashing out at her. He always escaped to the gym
after one of their many arguments got too heated.

“Mm,” Rose spread her hands against his smooth chest,
caressing his damp skin, before squeezing his flat nipples, his
cock distended as her fingernails dug into the sensitive, tight
nubs.

He guided her hand down to his rigid erection and she
immediately closed her palm and fingers around it, jerking him off,
his ever-ready cock pulsing with pleasure. Noticing she still had
those pointy heels on, he pulled them off, one-by-one and dropped
them to the floor. He didn’t want them damaging the couch; Veronica
would have a fit. Staring down at her splayed pussy, he decided he
wanted a taste of it. He loved eating pussy and so did his dick.
Plus he didn’t mind the taste of his own cum, as long as it
was his cum and not
some other fuckers.

He lowered his head, stretching his spine, so she could carry
on jerking him off. That was another plus of being a porn star; you
had to be agile, even a contortionist at times. Her pussy smelt of
fresh sex and he ran his tongue lightly along the centre of her
smooth, slick slot. Her whole body jumped at the sensation and she
lifted her ass off the couch, that insatiable cunt begging for
more.

“Oh God – oh yes, fuck, don’t stop, please!” She cried, her
hips rising and circling in pleasure.

He teased her for a while, using just the tip of his tongue,
running it lazily up, down and around her smooth, swollen vulva.
Women loved getting their pussies eaten and a lot of men were
either hopeless at it or too selfish to even bother; he’d been told
this by a lot of girls. Fortunately, he wasn’t one of those men; he
loved eating pussy and maybe that’s why he was so good at
it.

The porn movies were just as bad; he’d lost count of the
amount of times a director told him to get his face out of some
starlet’s pussy and either fuck her or stick his cock in her mouth.
It was all about sucking and fucking, maybe it was time he made his
own porn movie; sure he could do a better job than a lot of
them.

Right now the teasing was driving her mad, writhing and
squirming beneath him, she jerked him off faster and harder, trying
to egg him on.

“Please, Johnny, eat my pussy –harder - I’m begging you!” She sobbed,
trying to grind her cunt against his face, lifting herself higher
and higher in the air, spreading her legs even wider.

He gave in finally, using his whole tongue, licking and
rubbing it against her aching flesh. She tasted great, a cocktail
of her own juices and his cum, he opened his mouth wide and covered
her pussy with it, sucking and licking, sliding one, then two
fingers into her asshole at the same time, twisting them round her
tight, convulsing passage. The combination of his mouth and his
fingers working with expertise tipped her over the edge.

“I’m coming,”
she cried, grinding her snatch into his face. “Oh God – don’t stop.
Fuck, oh fuck- I’m coming!”

He rubbed his nose against her clit, circling her swollen
opening with his tongue, then sliding it inside. His face was wet
with her juices and he began to thrust his fingers in and out of
her slick ass, faster and faster, allowing her to rub her cunt
against his face in whichever way was gonna get her off. She let go
of his cock, unable to focus on anything but her own orgasm as the
waves of pleasure rocked her world. Both her hands were in his hair
now, gripping his head and grinding her pussy into his face. He
felt her come, her whole body trembling and jerking, wet flesh
pulsing against his face while her asshole spasmed and clutched at
his fingers. Johnny loved it; loved to feel a woman coming in his
mouth, up close and personal, juice squirting from her pussy as he
thrust his tongue in and out of it, his nose working her clit,
which was now enflamed from all the action.

His dick was fully engorged, screaming for action; eating
pussy and having a woman grind herself to orgasm sent a message of
lust straight from his brain down to his crotch and turned the
fucker on big-time.

“Jesus, Johnny,” she choked.”That was - incredible - I’ve
never cum so hard - without a cock inside me - never . .
.”

She was twitching and squirming, lying back on the sofa,
breathing like she’d just run a marathon; covered in a film of
sweat, still totally sexed-up. He lifted his wet, slimy face,
continuing to slowly finger-fuck her asshole, and grabbed his shirt
off the floor, wiping the juices that smeared the bottom half of
his face. Johnny could see the fluid from her last orgasm seeping
out of her, so he began moving his finger from her cunt to her
asshole again, gathering as much pussy-juice as possible to lube
that ass.

His cock was getting pissed off, the impetuous prick wanted in
on the action, like a hyper dog held on a leash, panting to get
into that slippery, tight-as-a-fist hole; but Johnny held him back
ruthlessly. He didn’t want to hurt her, but he did want to fuck
that hole til she was screaming for it.

Grabbing a cushion form behind her head, Johnny shoved it
under her ass; now her hips were arched up, her pussy high and her
ass spread-wide and exposed to his horny, scheming eyes. He pulled
his two fingers slowly out, hearing her groan at the loss. His
fingers were dripping wet, which meant her ass was slick and lubed
enough for the main course. He watched that tight, puckered
entrance squeeze tightly closed and inviting. Ready to be stretched to its limit and then hammered by a
diamond-hard, big thick dick; that was his
cock talking and he tried to ignore it, but damn, he did wanna get
in there badly.

“God baby,” she pushed her pelvis up and out, invitingly. “I
need your cock; I need you to fuck me again, please . .
.”

He ran the head of his cock over her drooling, pussy-hole, his
glans gathering the slick liquid from her orgasm, deciding to push
it in all the way and grease his pole up proper; for her asshole.
Even though he didn’t particularly like her, he didn’t want to hurt
her any more than necessary, unlike some men, he didn’t like
hurting women. Hardcore sex was fine with him, as long as the woman
was into it as well.

As his dick entered her cunt she started going wild, knees
bent, feet plastered to the couch - thank
God he’d taken off those heels - she began
pounding herself into his cock. Johnny gripped the inside of her
thighs and pulled his rock-hard prick out, replacing it with his
thumb on her clit. That seemed to appease her, although, she tried
to grab a hold of his cock and bring it back to her pussy, but he
kept it out of her desperate reach as she lay flat on her back, her
pelvis lifted high and ready by the cushion.

Circling her hips frantically against his thumb she sobbed.
“Give me your cock,” gasp.
“I need that baby inside me,” gasp. “Please!” gasp.

“I’m gonna give it to you, baby,” Johnny muttered, wishing she
would stay still so he could get his cock inside that inviting
asshole. “Just be patient.”

She calmed down a little at his words and Johnny grabbed his
heavy, distended prick in his free hand, guiding it to that sweet,
puckered target. They were both breathing hard, slick with sweat
and desperate for it; and his oozing wet cock finally said hello to
her tight asshole. He smoothed the tip around that flower of flesh,
lubed to the max with cum and juice. She stiffened, realising just
where she was gonna get fucked.

“What – wait – I don’t know-.” She kept jerking her clit
against his thumb, even if she wasn’t too sure about him fucking
her ass.

Circling the smooth, slick skin of his glans against her
asshole, Johnny worked that pussy, squeezing her clit between his
thumb and finger, making her sob and squirm, keeping her on the
edge of another orgasm. The hornier she was the easier he was gonna
get his cock inside. She released a long moan and he nudged the
blunt end of his knob against her glistening, furrowed hole,
groaning as the head of his cock pushed, squeezed and finally
popped inside her ass. She didn’t take him in easily, his knob too
thick and bulbous, but all that lubricant had helped.

“Argghh!”

Her groan sounded like one of pleasurable pain and she was
digging her fingernails into his hips, so Johnny presumed she
didn’t want him to stop, and his inflamed cock was definitely in
agreement. He churned his hips to loosen those clenched muscles,
feeding it into her inch by inch, running his thumb round and round
her clit, keeping her right on the edge.

“Do you want me to stop?” He choked, knowing the
answer.

“No!” She was gasping and sobbing, jerking her cunt moving in
rhythm with his thumb. “I –I don’t – oh God that feels so
good!”

He rolled his hips, working his cock in slowly but surely,
those tight muscles clutching his pole in a heavenly grip. Her
rectum was well-greased, making it easier to push a cock his size
in even deeper.

“You’re gonna love it, baby. You’re gonna love Johnny Deep’s
cock deep in your ass.” With one last thrust he was in to the hilt.
He kept still, just his thumb moving, sliding up and down her
sensitized clit.

“You ok, baby?”

Her breathing was disjointed, eye wide and staring at him,
finally she spoke. “Yeah, God, yeah”

His cock was screaming for action; good as it felt to be
enclosed deep inside her tight rectum, his tortured prick was
desperate to pull out and thrust in again, pounding that taut
channel hard and fast.

She slid one hand into his hair and brought his face down to
hers. There weren’t many women he enjoyed kissing, Veronica not
being one of them, and he wouldn’t usually enjoy kissing this
rodent-mouth, but he was so turned on that when her tongue slid
into his mouth, he returned the gesture, slanting his face and
thrusting his tongue in deep, allowing her to suck and stroke it
hungrily. It also helped distract him from his pulsing cock, but
that didn’t last long.

Fortunately she moved before him; circling her ass
experimentally, she pulled her mouth from his and released a long,
keening sound of pleasure. When she moved again; gyrating her hips,
his cock finally took over, pulling out just a little, and shoving
back in again. Her asshole was tight as heaven, impossible to
resist and he allowed his shaft to begin a slow, thrusting rhythm,
watching her through narrowed eyes, sweat leaking from his forehead
down his face.

“Oooh God,” she moaned. “Oh God, oh God, oh God.”

She wasn’t asking him to stop, so Johnny continued; still
fingering her, when all he could really feel and focus on was the
pleasure of having his cock squeezed to the max every time it
thrust itself into that muscled asshole.

She was moaning and breathing too hard for kissing, so Johnny
lifted his trembling upper body off of hers with his free hand.
Their sweaty bodies came unstuck like Velcro and he pulled out just
to shove back in again, a little deeper, a little harder. Her head
had reached the arm of the couch and she lifted her hands to push
against it as he pulled out and shoved in again. Eyes closed, she
arched herself into each thrust, her mouth slack, still keening
loudly.

Johnny dropped his eyes to where his cock impaled her asshole.
That tight hole was now stretched to the max; no longer puckered,
the skin was smoothed out tight around his thick shaft.
Accommodating the length and girth of his famous penis was no mean
feat, but she was managing just fine, so he allowed his demanding
cock to do its thing; withdrawing almost to the head and thrusting
with lethal intent. As she screamed and writhed beneath him, Johnny
felt waves of lustful pleasure wash over him, rivers of sweet
ecstasy driving his body on and on. Watching that hole spread and
stretch as his cock pummelled into it, long forceful strokes
pounding harder and faster, he gripped the back of her knee and
pushed her leg higher and wider, giving him a better view as her
ass spread open to his gaze..

As the fucking got harder her arms began pushing back against
the arm of the couch, allowing his cock to reach even deeper into
her rectum.

“Ugh – fuck – yes!”

With each drive of his prick she tried to express her
pleasure, but it wasn’t easy, he could tell. She was overwhelmed by
having her asshole fucked the way it was meant to be and by such a
huge, hard pleasure-pole, taking her places she’d never been
before.

Her ass was slapping against his pelvis now, as he pounded
into her he could hear that sweet sucking sound of his slick cock
ramming into her wet channel, her asshole slurping and squeezing at
it, God, he loved the sound of
sex.

Her strong muscles started convulsing around his greedy
shaft.“Oh God – oh God – oooooh Godddd!” She was coming; fast and
hard.

Clenching his ass into a pounding fist, Johnny jack-hammered
that rock-hard cock into her; working her over hard, drilling into
her til her whole body was jumping and jerking, faster and faster.
Only her hands above her preventing her head from hitting the arm
of the couch.

“Fuck me – oh God – fuck my ass,” she screamed. “I’m coming –
oh baby – I’m cominggggg!”

Those muscles in her rectum were spasming and milking him now,
sending waves of sweet sensation from his cock through his whole
body to his fingertips. He slid his thumb from her clit and pushed
two fingers into her cunt; sliding into that streaming pussy, until
he could feel his rock-hard cock through her thin membrane. He
loved double penetration, his fingers felt the hard ridges of his
shaft stretching and thrusting every time he rammed it into her;
her cunt was soaking wet as it gripped his fingers, muscles
clutching and sucking so hard he could hardly pull them out and
finger fuck her properly.

“Oh fuck – my cunt – yes harder!”

He felt her orgasm going on and on as his engorged penis
prepared to explode. She was circling her hips now, grinding him in
even deeper; sobs and cries of ecstasy filling the room. He stared
down between her wide, bent legs, his cock pounding in and out of
that spread, welcoming, smooth hole, while his fingers, soaked with
juice, thrust and twisted inside her clenching pussy. The sight
sent him over the edge and his cock exploded; with one, last
powerful thrust he buried himself in to the hilt and allowed hot
spunk to shoot out of his ecstatic cock, filling her asshole,
seeping over and around his cock, some of it escaping to ooze out
of her worked-over asshole. He pulled his fingers out of that
convulsing cunt, both his arms trembling weakly as he braced
himself above her. Waves of orgasmic pleasure drenched him, his
whole body shaking, his knob continuing to spurt jets of cum deep
inside her rectum. That’s how he’d gotten the name
Sir Cumalot

His cock was jerking and spasming in the aftermath of orgasm,
while her muscles continued to milk him. Johnny finally collapsed
on top of her skinny, sweat-slick body. She rubbed her clit against
his pelvis, her orgasm still echoing through her, churning her
hips, wringing every ounce of pleasure from her cunt, her ass and
his cock.

It took Johnny a good five minutes to get his breath
back.

Finally he lifted his head. “I think you’d better get cleaned,
baby, up so we can do that interview before Veronica gets
back.”

Easing his self-satisfied cock out of her, Johnny wiped the
sweat off his face, running his fingers through his damp hair. God
he was parched from all the action, slowly he lifted himself off
her quivering body, ready to grab a cold beer from the fridge and
quench his thirst.

............................................................
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